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WILLIAM   COLLINS.

imitation, which lies closest to real life ; and his
notions of poetical excellence, whatever vows he
might address to the manners, were still tending
to the vast, the undefinable, and the abstract.
Certainly, however, he carried sensibility and

ODE TO EVENING.

IP aught of oaten stop or pastoral song,

May hope, chaste Eve, to soothe thy modest ear,

Like thy own brawling springs,

Thy springs, and dying gales ;

O nymph reserved, while now the bright-hair'd sun
Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts,

With brede ethereal wove,

O'erhang his wavy bed :

Now air is hush'd, save where the weak-eyed bat,
With short shrill shriek flits by on leathern wing,

Or where the beetle winds

His small but sullen horn,

As oft he rises 'midst the twilight path,
Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum ;

Now teach me, maid composed,

To breathe some soften'd strain,

Whose numbers stealing through thydarkeningvale
May not unseemly with its stillness suit,

As, musing slow, I hail

Thy genial, loved return 1

For when thy folding-star arising shows
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp

The fragrant Hours, and Elves

Who slept in buds the day,

[sedge,

And many a Nymph who wreathes her brows with
And sheds the freshening dew, and, lovelier still,

The pensive Pleasures sweet

Prepare thy shadowy car.

Then let me rove some wild and heathy scene
Or find some ruin 'midst its dreary dells,

Whose walls more awful nod

By thy religious gleams.

Or if chill blustering winds, or driving rain,
Prevent iny willing feet, be mine the hut,

That from the mountain's side.

Views wilds, and swelling floods,

And hamlets brown, and dim-disco ver'd spires,
And hears their simple bell, and marks o'er all

Thy dewy fingers draw

The gradual dusky veil.

WhileSprmg shall pour his showers, as oft he wont,
And bathe thy "breathing tresses, meekest Eve 1

WMle summer loves fb sport

Beneath thy lingering light :

tenderness into the highest regions of abstracted
thought : his enthusiasm spreads a glow even
amongst u the shadowy tribes of mind," and his
allegory is as sensible to the heart as it is visible
to the fancy.

While sallow autumn fills thy lap with leaves,
Or Winter yelling through the troublous air,

Affrights thy shrinking train,

And rudely rends thy robes :

So long, regardful of thy quiet rule,

Shall Fancy, Friendship, Scienqe, smiling Peace,

Thy gentlest influence own,

And love thy favourite name* !

ODE ON THE POPULAR   SUPERSTITIONS OF THE
HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND ;

CONSIDERED AS THE SUBJECT OF POJETRY.

Inscribed to Mr. Jolin Home,

174.9.
HOME, thou return'st from Thames, whose Naiads

Have seen thee lingering with a fond delay, [long

'Mid those soft friends, whose hearts some future.
Shall melt, perhaps to hoar thy tragic songt. [day,
Go, not unmindful of that cordial youthj

Whom, long endear'd, thou leavest by Lavant's
Together let us wish him lasting truth, [side ;

And joy untainted with his destined bride.
Go ! nor regardless, while these numbers boast

My short lived bliss, forget my social name ;
But think, far off, how, on the southern coast,

I met thy friendship with an equal flame !
Fresh to that soil thou turn'st, where every vale

Shall prompt the poet, and his song demand :
To thee thy copious subjects ne'er shall fail;

Thou need'st but take thy pencil to thy hand,
And paint what all believe, who own thy genial land.

There, must thou wake perforce thy Doric quill;

'Tis Fancy's land to which thou sett'st thy feet;

Where still, 'tis said, the fairy people meet,
Beneath each birken shade, on mead or hill.
There, each trim lass, that skims the milky store,

To the swart tribes their creamy bowls allots ;
By night they sip it round the cottage door,

While airy minstrels warble jocund notes.
There, every herd, by sad experience, knows

How, wing'd with fate, their elf-shot arrows fly,
When the sick ewe her summer food foregoes,

Or, stretch'd on earth, the heart-smit heifers lie.

[* It has not been observed that to the three last verses
of this beautiful Ode, Bums was indebted for the idea of
his Address to the Shade of Thomson. He had been read-
ing Collins at the time.]

[f How truly did Collins predict Home's tragic powers!]
$ A gentleman of the name of Barrow, who introduced
Home to Collins,   [Barrow had been out in the forty-five
with, Home.]